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Lack of Tact.The Cl ClLAIHlLr RION
to ana embraced me hysterically bad she not
been withheld. Her husband, ft was shown,was too ill to attend; but as his evidence
would have simply corroborated hers, his
absence was deemed nnimportant All she
had to sty concerned merely my movements
on the fatal nicht and the coroner elicited
from her the fact that as late as nine in the
evening I had been in the neighborhood of
the mine.

Vague and circumstantial as all the evi-
dence was, it was sufficient to decide the
Jury against me. D.ized and horrined, I
heard them bring in their verdict a verdict
of w illful murder against "Hugh Trelaw-
ney," who was straightway committed for
trial at the next assizes.

The MUcbicf of Pretty Waiter-Gir- l.

Tbo" the soup may be clear, and the fish may
be good.

And Sb lamb anil the fpanrnr-erai- s tender.
Hiw on enrtft can a person atlen.l to the food

That attendmits so fair to biro remler?

Tho' ench dish be succen. anJ the menu com-
plete.And the table cuil.l t lie li,l nestr.let 1 hrnjriiMly let f:ll ihe spoon In the weet.

Since my thoughts turn to somethlug far
sweeter.

Tho' tbo Geisfcier rijrbt up to the bnm of the
ala-sa- .

Lie a souffle of rlisnirri's be creaminsr.It looks dull when I fiance at the eyes of the
IHSS

That just over my shoulder are Kieaniinfr.

No: girv me the waiter's thick bainis and
white rl s

When 1 wish to pibWf;For I can't least my iuouUi when I nj feastingre - ey
Nor Unri--- t w ben my henrt ' on the wobble

J nini's' Uaief e
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quite witnout renecuon. l rusnea to tne arn.r.
In a moment the men threw themselves up-
on me, and there was a brief but fierce strug-
gle; but my strength was of no avail, and in
a couple of minutes 1 was overpowered and
handcuffed.

The men in plain clothes, who had first ad-
dressed me, looked at me with a grim smile.

"You're a bold chap," he said; "but it's no
use. You'd have done much better to have
come along quietly. Now look'ee here. I've
got to tell you that, whatever you say. from
this moment forward, will be used in evi-
dence against you."

"For God's sake, explain !" I answerer).
"What does it all mean? !Fho is murdered?"

The man smiled again.
"Lord bless us, how innocent we are!

You'll be telling us next that your name ain't
Hugh Trelawney, late overseer of the St
Gurlott mine."

"Trelawney is my name, but""Of course it is; and Trelawney s the name
of the man we want the name on this here
warrant My duty is to apprehend you foi
the murder of Mr. Epliraim S. Johnson, the
new overseer, who took your place."

"Johnson ! murdered !" I cried, "it Is im-

possible!"
"Oh. no, it ain't," returned the imperturb-

able official. "Deceased was found at the
foot of the cliffs, with his brains knocked
out and bearing on his body signs of vio-
lence; worse than that, he'd been stabbed
with a knife; and once more, you're the party
we want for having done the job."

Utterly amazed and horrified, I staggered
and fell into a chair. As for Annie, she
seemed completely petrified. I can see her
white face now frozen, tearless, and aghast!

There was a pause of several minutes, Cer
tain of his prisoner, the officer looked on
quietly, and allowed me breathing time.
Gradually, my brain cleared, and 1 became
comparatively calm.

"I will go with you." I said, "but I am
perfectly innocent. Until this moment I
never even heard of this horrible affair."

"Of course not" returned the officer, cheer-
fully. "That's what they all say, young
man ; and for the matter o' that every man's
innoceut till the law proves him guilty."

"But 1 was not even there I left St Gur-Iott'- s

two days ago."' "Exactly," was the dry retort ; "you hook-
ed it the very night of the murder. The
body was found early on the morning ot the
23d, and the warrant was issued yester- -

day."
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Spoken In Anger.
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I (! -.i thnmk'h bitter.
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1 ! t in n tnt.il word bail broken
.r-- l I it:t:t LmiijiiiI (.ur hearts for
mn it f H e, tbf Ion, wild look of sor--
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I i:.-.-

I. i v-- ! hr .il-- li; y 11 let I' 11 1 l.r.iiu kept
to

ii. i. ' n k .!! of my li.vc- - too late, too

i vc:" i Mniii'ii. tii' rilil tear
i ii in i lt.

'i In'- lnoii I stool rilone:
. i. t iiiv ki- - from iny irearn- -

li. :i linj vice, thy torturer face, --was
ir.nii'.

t ;.i ii m. I m:iy rii!i ir never;
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A Subterranean River Tapped while
Boring for an Artesian Well.

i.'!ii-Aio-
,

111., Aiijj. '21. A dinpatcb
reeeivu'l at the City Hall thi after-iionr- i,

from the Mayor or Ui'lle Plaino,
lo., w hich Ktaten that an artesiaa well,
f.iur im h" in diameter, burst when the
lit'i'tli of l't feet had been reached in
boring, ami instantly a volume of water
wits lorr-- into the air to the distance of
tvera! hundred feet. Thi.i gradually

increased in size and volume, until a
.t rt-- in of water fully sixteen inches in
diameter ;h formed, and the upward
lone of thin stream in equal to the
power of powder or dynamite. The
water, in huge volumes, is snouting high
in the air, and the supply seems inex-liniistihi-

Two gigantic rivers have
tuen formed by tnis water bur-it- , which
arn running through the town atthe rate
ol twelve miles an hour, and iscarrying is

everything before, them. Houses and
lives are threatened by this peculiar
fmak of nature, and the citizens of the
town are appalled at their impending
danger, which ;t present they are pow-eries- -t

to overcome. Finding it impos-
sible to divert this damaging ll.od, an
attempt was made to insert sixteen inch
boiler iron tubes in the well, but these
were instantly blown out, and forced
high in the air. Finding this plan use-

less, t tie territied people then attempted
lo till up the huge aperture through
which this terrrihle geyser was epouting
iis deluge. Fifteen car-load- s of stone
were emptied into the well, but these
were instantly thrown out and forced
upward as though propelled by the force

f a bursting magazine of giant powder.
L.;im of sand were then hastily con-
structed and cast into the well, but these,
too, were hurled into the air by the tre-
mendous force of the spouting water,
lbe Northwestern railroad was then
called upon for assistance, and instantly
sent a large gang of men to the rescue.
The bridge gang of the county was also
called upon, but up to this evening no
abatement in the How of water was

and the rushing rivers formed
by it were washing the channel it had
made deeper and wider while the basin
formed by this immense volume of water
was spreading over the lowlands in the
vicinity. The Mayor of Belle Plaine,
in his last extremity, telegraphed to
Chicago for the best engineers that could
bo secued to come immediately to the
spot and use tiieir skill and energy in
attempting to stop this perilous condit-
ion of atlairs.

TUT. WKI.Ii A.VO ITS SrjKROCNDIVrtS
ii. i ll Pupttch to the li :

C Kin n Hand's, Io., Angust 3L. The
excitement at Belle I'laiue continues on
account, of artesian well, which is still
boiling at a great rate and throwing out
an linmeuse amount of water ana sana
Vlie- " hiatnrtrJ of the overflow is as fo- l-
lows:

Monday. Ausrust 23. Wm Weir &

?ns bena borim? an artesian well at
the intersection of Beech and Worling-tu-

streets in Belle Fiaine. This is on
the tl it about four blocks south of the
Biirley House. The contract called for
a well with three-inc- casing, ana a
tlow was sruarauteed. lUev bored a
two-inc- hole, and theorized that the
flow of water through it would wash it
out so they could sink a three-inc- h cas
tng. 1 hursday they struck water, at a
depth ot ISo leet. At tuts time tney
had ub ut sixty feet of three inch casing
Jijwn, ami the water rose with stirring
force twelve feet above the surface, in a
solid ilnee inch stream, plainly showing
tue stioniest ujw vet struck, t riday
morning the How was under control, but
during "the forenoon, in the attempt to
force a three ioch tube into a two inch
hole, it broke loose, wore away sufficient
space outside the tubing to allow the
water to boil out around the tubing at
the surface. At sundown r riday a
stream of water a foot in diameter was
pour in i out. At8:.1Dthe city authon
ties were appealed to take control and
five relief from the impending danger
Already many lots and houses were
more or less flooded. At 9 in the even
ing a gang of men were set at work, the
Mayor and Couucil personally supenn
lenuing them until nearly inoruing
xedients that could be put in practice

"ere trieil. but the water couia nou oe
controlled. Saturdav morning Eugene
t aimer promised that a fifteen men
tubing could be driven down to the blue
flay, believed to be about fifty feet, and
by thus confining the flow to a common
enter the outside flow could be stop
red, and then the one in the tubing con
troiitd.

VoaiTINO FORtH SAND.

It is iirmnsiihlo nt tbi time to estl
niate the damages. The south part of
the toivn is nmr or less flooded, ana
cellars are filled with water. Today
there were at least 2,000 people visiting
tiw place, and uo relief has yet been
found. The hole has increased to the
ize of a barrel, and the water ia bub-

bling up gome four feet above the sur-
face, throwing out immense quantities
of aud. At least five hundred car-load- s

have been emptied by the flow, and a
gang of men are kept constantly at
work, day and night, shoveling it away.
A channel has been dug for an outlet to
the Iowa Iiiver, and this channel has
double the volume of the river at that
wnt. There are several other wells at

Belle Plaine, but they have all ceased
flowing since the outburst of the last
one. The citizens have grave apprehens-
ions of the outcome. -

Lincoln's Drill.

During the Black Hawk War, Abra-
ham Lincoln commanded a company
which was mustered into the United
States service by Jefferson Davis, then
econd lieutenant of dragoons. Hie ex

perience in Hrillinir his men was SO

humorous that it furnished him, when
he was President, with some of his most
samsiog stories.

Onaiinv aa V, --ran m re.l) 1 n J? aCTOSS a
field with & front at twenty men, ne
c&me to a gateway through which it was

"I could not, for the life of me,'
he. in narra;- - i.; onnetlnt. " reme m -

the proper word of command for
Setting my company endwise, so that it
Wuld net thrnnrrh th rate. ' But as we
came TiPnr 4r I

" 'The company is disrobed 'to two
miniita. -- 1,. tt ill f!l in IH on
we other ide of the r -- 5' "

' fa

The proverb, "Some people's fingers
are all thumbs," describes those who
lack that delicate moral touch which is
called tact. The word cornea from a
Latin word meaning lo Uwh, and denotes
the power of quickly perceiving and
readily doing what is required by cir-
cumstances.

It is prompted by the desire to be kind
in a kindly way. It makes people com-
fortable by Luuioring them, so that they
feel at their ease and are inclined to put
their best foot foremost.

The most irritating thorns in social
life ire the "Joe Blunts,' who blurt out
offeusive remarks with the apologetic
clause, "You know I alwavs say what I
think there's no deceit about ine."

Solomon sent the sluggard to the ant
to learn industry. We would send the
"Blunts" to a well bred cat to learn the
unobtrusive tact which behaves itself in
company. A cat who wishes to take her
ease will do it so quietly and gracefully
that not a guest in the wtll-Ciie- d parlor
will . be disturbed.

A recent writer, in giving several illus- -

rations of the lack of tact, tells of a
lady, who, being a guest, enforced her
refusal to take broiled ham by the re
mark, "I don't think pork is fit food for
aoy human stomach.

Another ladv, being at a dinner party,
where the conversatioj turned upon the
authorship of Hhakespeire's plays, said,
with a brusqueness which compelled
silence, "I think the advocates of the
theory that some other person than
Shakespeare wrote the plays attributed

him, simply betray their ignorance
and ehllowuess."

As two of the best educated persons
present believed that some one else than
Shakespeare wrote the play9, the lady's
blunt assertion roused their antagonisms.
and the comfort of the guests was dis
turbed.

"Are you the wife of old Mr. C -- ?"
asked a lady, or. being introduced to an-
other lady, who had married a man
much older than herself. The blunt
question embarrassed both the wife and
the company lef the lady guilty of
this social blunder, was the principal of

Hieh School.
'What Mrs. B. has just said is not

true, remarked Mrs. A., at a literary
society, as a lady made a statement. The
members were indignant at the blunt as-

sertion, and listened with aversion as
Mrs. A. proceeded to show that Mrs. 1.
was mistaken, owing to misinformation.
Yet Mrs. A. who is a woman of culture,
complains that she has few friends, and
cannot be maJe to see that her lack of
tact and her blunt way of putting things
seperate her from those whose leelings
she wounds.

A young lady who is anxious to gain
social success must acquire the art of
touching people gently. A good sales
man is compelled by his business to ac
quire tact, tie prides nimseit on liis
abilityto handle carefully the most per
verse of buyers.

lhe best rule for acquiring tact is the
one given by the Master: " Whatsoever
ye would that men should do unto you,
even so do ve alss unto them.

Marion's Diplomacy.
One of the stories which used to stim

ulate the patriotism of American boys
that of Marion's in vitinsr a British

officer to dine with him on roasted
potatoes and cold water. The story has
been doubted by certain critical histori-
ans, but Dr. Joseph Johnson, of South
Caroliua, say it is substantially true.
He heard it when a child lrom his
father, to whom it was told just afierits
occurrence.
4, But the story as originally told illus
trated Marion's diplomacy rather than
his poverty and selt-denia.-

lhe omuer, a young man, sensitive,
humane, and high toned, had been sent,
under a Hag of truce, to Marion s camp
to transact some business with the gen
eral. After the business had been com
pleted, the general's aids invited the of-

ficer to dine with them.
He would have had a good dinner, if

Marion, seeiug his character, had not
determined to make an impression on
his sensitive nature favorable to the
American cause.

The vouns man, having been invited
to dine with Marion, and having excused
himself to the aids, was provided by his
host with a dinner of sweet potatoes
roasted in the ashes of the hearth, and
served on bark platters. The officer
noticed that the general, in peeling his

potatoes, put the skins carefully on one
side of his plate, instead of throwing
them on the cround.

Oscar, the general s servant and roster- -

brother, wauea on tnem. lie was al
ways called "Budde, a corruption ot
brother, by Marion, who, after dinner,
said to him,

"Budde. brinir us something to drintr.
Oscar broueht a courdful of water, and
handed it to the officer and then to the
eeneial.

"Budde, bring up Roger," and the gen
eral's horse, being led up, was fed with
the potato skins.

The olticer saw and was conqueren.
He returned to the British camp, and
resiarned his commission, saying ho
could not tight against men who were so
conscientious in their opposition to king
and oarliament as to drink nothing but

i ,
watpr. eat nuthuie but potatoes, ana
feed their horses on the skins.

With Illustrations-

An amusing scene was that once enact
ed in an English hospital, between the
celebrated Dr. Abernethy and an Irbh
patient. The doctor had been absent
from the" hospital for a short time, and
consequently many cases were no longer
n tne couaiuou m wuitu n

them, lie was passing througn one or
the wards, pointing out at every step
some instructive fact to the crowd of

pupils who foliowed him, when an Irish-

man suddenly leaped from one of the
beds, and prostrated himself at Aber-nethy'- s

feet.
Everybody was momentarily bewil-

dered, but the poor fellow began pour
ing forth such a torrent ot manus anu
blessings, illustrated by pantomimic dis-

play of his leg, that the scene speedily
explained itself.

"That's the leg, yer honor!' cried
Fat. "Yer honor's the by to do it!
May ye prosper foriver and iver! Long
life to yer honor! Bad luck to the spal-

peens that said yer honor would cut it

0flIt seems that the man had entered the
hospital some three months before with
a diseased ankle, which had at once been
condemned to amputation. Abernethy,
however, suggested that rest and seme
mild treatment should first be tried, and
the result was most happy.

With some difficulty, the patient was
now induced to get into bed, and Aber-

nethy began a short lecture upon the
case, interrupted by a running commen-i- ,

from Fat. Everv statement made

by the surgeon was confirmed by the pa
tient.

"The patient, gentleman, was greatly
w,,o.t " Koran Abernethy.

"Thrne, yer honor! Sorry a lie oi v. ye
.t,.irji" friaA the Irishman. -

1 .nmmended nourishing food"
'Ah, yer honor's the great docthor in- -

a t th siiirntest auusiou w u tr6,
wtui v"" . . . . ;itht member as it tating aim as tue ctu- -

" That's it, ver honor! And a bitther
leg than the villains that wanted to cut
it off!" . f

A student wno was prowuiMmsiu i .U, its serious aspect.tne sceue -- r "--- .
V;

When the patient naa prosir.urt my
self before bis deliverer, ine orusHue

Abernethy, wBoseaorupmcw
nnil nATIL vrr UlUI UU

eently.
well, dui never kneel except to your
Maker"

The EIghtb Missouri.

"The Eighth Missouri were good
a Theodore R. Davis yes--

te'rday.'as ho stopped making the smoke
liV-rit- h his brush long enough to
whiff the smoke of peace out of an at-

tainted eiffarette, "and what they
i,w- sioiL exectit my wJore and

Dine, was not down in the articles of
war? Whv, once at Vicksbnrjr theyatole

Them was reallv no good

place
a gravis.

Uiere to bnrj a- - body, except on
i nd the srround there was so
L... ,i,r the PTave-diirgersn- ad a tonga
time of it Well, it happened one day
r ..t n, Eisrhth died a natural
death, and while the boys were wonder

in Vvhat they should do with hm, a
detail from an Ohio regiment tiled out

of their numberior onetodhr a grave
that had passed over. la
i -- a t sfmo purpose, and when
:r? i.j Kr aine out -- next day with
Ihir den-- l!.ey tim praw filled

. t 1x lid at Hw head.
t 1 If I HI HIT IVft
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LINKS THE CAT JFOHGED.
It was past 11 o'clock when I opened

the door and the black cat walked slow-l- v

out and down the steps, waiting- to
see if I followed. 1 turned up the collar
of n!y coat, for the air wa3 chilly, and
went out arjain into the beautiful Octo
ber night. The street was as silent as
the footfalls of the little animal softly
walking down the steps. The black cat
led the wav. and I followed. Why, I do
not know.

Two nights before I had walked up
from my ofiiee late with a friend. It
was long- past midnight when we turn-
ed into the quiet street where I lived,
talking about I know nut what. Sud-

denly there stepped out of the shadow
of a huge tree a black cat. Looking
neither to the right nor the left, she
walked deliberately before us.

Ha!" said my friend, with a tragic
air, "a cat: a biack cat: let us lol-lo- w

the cat."
And then he laughed, and even as he

waked the echoes down the street I
cannot tell why I shivered. The cat
walked silently along past the lower
steps of the flights leading down from
the houses, keeping a pace or two ahead
of us. My friend left me at his door,
Eayinr, "jood-nigh- t Beware of the
cat l went on to my house, not far
beyond. At the steps the cat stopper!,
hesitated for a muimmt, and then walk
ed up to the door. Somewhat surprised.
I lol lowed.

I do not like cats. They seem to me
to be treacherous, dangerous brutes, and
I am even half afraid of Them. But
when the black cat stopped at my door
l oeierimueu, ior some inexplicable '

reason, to admit her. She seemed to
know my room, for she walked up the
single flight of stairs before me, and
entered the room as I opened the door.
1 lound her stretched out on the floor
when I had lighted the gas, and if she
had lived in my room all her life she
could not have npjrenred more at home.
Tor the same inexplicable reason that I
admitted the cat to my house 1 allowed
her to remain in my room.

The next evening 1 came in earlier; it
may have been 10 o'clock. The black
cat met mo at the door and darted by
me as I stepped over the threshold.
Then, as I turned to sec whither she had
gone, I felt a pull at the leg of my trous-
ers, and saw that the cat had fastened
a claw there and was certainly trying to
draw mo from the house. I stooped
down and softly stroked the animal's
back, at the same time disengaging her
claw. Then 1 turned and entered the
house, and the cat, after a moment of
apparent irresolution, followed me,
mewing strangely.

The next night she again met me at
the door, and the effort to draw mo
from the house was repeated. The do-si-re

was so apparent that I was puzzled,
and, I own, a little disturbed. The cat
went with me to my room, and, sitting
then in the firelight, with her bright
eyes staring at me, I formed a purpose
to yield to this curious whim if it were
again displayed. I tried to reason with
myself, but reason seemed to have given
way to an impulse as uncontrollable as
it was mysterious.

I pasacd an uneasy night and then a
day, half hoping that when evening
came my unbidden and unwelcome
guest would be gone. I heard the clocks
m the houses along the street where I
lived strikell as 1 walker! down toward
my door. As 1 stepped over the thres-
hold 1 saw the fiery eyes of the cat in
the dark hall. A cold shiver passed
through my frame. I trembled with an
excitement as intense as it was sudden.
My heart began' to boat so loudly that
I involuntarily held my hands over it
as if to still it Then summoning my
resolution the cat down the
steps and strode after her as she flitted
down the street.

It was a black night Heavy, swol-

len gray clouds had been hanging low
in the sky when darkness came on, and
now they drew an impenetrable veil be-
tween the earth and the stars. The old,
winding streets of the quarter of the
town in which I lived were silent and
deserted. Now and then a gust of wind
swept down and swung some shutter
back upon its hinges with a hoarse, grat-
ing sound. The moaning of the wind
was full of strange meaning to me. My
thoughts wandered off through the black
arches of that dismal night, and as I
strode down the street drawn irresistibly
after the noiseless black cat there came
up before me a vivid picture of the trag-
edy which had como into my life only a
year before, when I had completed my
college course.

I saw my father's house a large
white building, surrounded by spacious
piazzas and standing in the middle of a
wide, velvet-lik- e lawn. I saw my father
sitting in his comfortable library, from
which two bay windows opened upon
the piazza. He had left my sister and
mother and myself in an adjoining
room, and was sitting at a table lacing
one of the open windows. A student's
lamp cast a soft mellow . light over tho
room, isehind my lather stood his sale.
which contained a large sum of money,
put there to pay his workmen on the
following morning. J.ne uoor between
the library and the room in which we
were was open, and occasionally he
spoke to us. J. hen came a long silence.
and we heard only the son patter ot tne
rain on tho piazzas.

What cart father be doing," asked
my sister at length, "that keeps him so

quiet.'
"Writing, I suppose. said my

mother. "He is making up the pay
rolls, you know.

lhenheu never tret througn, ' re
plied my sister, "for he has fallen asleep,
Ira sure.

We listened again. We heard only
the steady, monotonous patter of the
rain.

"Well," said my sister, rising, "don't
you thint 1 ought to wake mm up,
mother?

"Yes," answered my mother.
Mv sister went into the next room.

Father," she said, "wake up; it is.

growing late.
X hero was no answer. The next mo

ment a piercing shriek rang through
the house.

"MvGodr He is dead!"
Horror stricken, we rushed into the

room, lhe sate hart been robbed and
my father shot through the heart while
he sat not thirty leet away lrom us, anu
we had not heard a sound. At the post-
mortem examination they found in hia
body a curious missile more than an
inch long and shaped partly like a bul
let and partly like a dart . The point
was sharp, and three sharp faces ran
back toward the body ot the missile.
Experts said the missile had been pro
jected by some lorce other than powder,
else my mother and sister would have
heard the report ana they talked very
learnedly about the application ot coin
pressed air and even hinted at electri
city, liut what manner or. weapon tne
murderer used none could say.

I had mechanically taken the dart and
put it in my pocket I always carried
it mere in me vague iiujm iui some uay
it might help me to unravel the mys
tery of my father s death, which had
slain mv mother and had rested upon
my soul like a great palL I had that
dart in my pocket even then.

And there 1 was following a myster-
ious black cat but of the suburbs of the
city in the gloomy night and down" a
country road.' moved by some impulse
which I could not explain, and which.
strangely enough, I did not want ex
plained. The cat turned Snto a narrow
lane leading to a piece of dense woods.
1 could hear the bell of the cathedral
tower striking the hoar of midnight .

was cold almost numb although the
night was hardly chilly. ' I wanted to
go back, vet I went on. My eyes vainly
strove to penetrate the black arches of
ineiorest ine wnispenng oi tue nigai
wind in the trees was Iuu or hidden
meanings. Cold perspiration trickled
down my forehead. My 'teeth chatter-
ed. My knees knocked together. Yet
1 went on.

At the edge of the wood the cat paused.
I could not see her body, but her eyes
glowed in the darkness wita & weird
light She began to mew" and the sonnd
echoed dismally among the trees, dvin
away in smothered sobs in the darkness.
I could tcl by the agitation of the dead
leaves at roy fact that t.ie cat was
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CHAPTER XIX.
TTTE SEW OVEKSEEB.

The news of tny dismissal from the sine
was received by my aunt with infinite wail-

ing. The poor soul, knowing that for some
time past I had been the mainstay of the
house, saw notrnnsr. before her but misery
and starvation; inrteed, she was for Roini?
straight to lledruth House and appealing to I
the master, but I checked her.

"Don't grieve, aunt," I said. "It will all
be right by and by. Say I am dismissed
from the mine what then? The mine Isn't
all the worid. I shall get something, never
fear."

But my aunt shook her head.
"It be like young folk to make light '

things. ,W'hen yon'm a bit awlder, Hugh, .

you'll see thinzs a3 1 do trouble ahead. 'Tis
vary easy to talk, but what is there in the
village but the mine?"

"But I'm going np to London, aunt" I
"To Lunnou ! Lawd save the lad ! and

what for should 'un gaw to Lunnon?"
"1 am going up to see the company, and

tell them what's going on at the mine. Keep
your mind easy till I come back, aunt Twill,
may be, all be right then." a

But my aunt continued to cry quietly, and
grieved as bitterly as if she knew t the Uuk
clouds which were gathering above.

As for my uncle, he sat and listened, and
made no remark whatever. I concluded he
did not understand, so I made no attempt to
trouble him at all.

There was no time to le lost, and as soon,
therefore, as I had finished my task of com-

forting my aunt I besran to turn over in my a
mind what it would be best for me to do. I
was as fully conscious of the gravity of the
situation as my aunt herself, though 1 had
thought tit to make light of it in order to les-
sen her pain. To be turned from the mine
meant facing starvation unless 1 could find
a similar situation to the one I had lost; the
only way to facilitate this being to see the
company, who might consent to place me
over some other mine. Besides, it was ne-

cessary that I should see them and plead the
cause of the WTetched creatures who daily
faced death at George Redruth's command.

Having fully made up my mind that the
Journey must be taken, I resolved to start on
the following morning, and began making
my preparations accordingly.

During the years that I had been overseer
bf the mine my salary had not been large,
but I had been able to put by a small sum
weekly. .My first care was to break into this,
to put into my pocket-boo- k sufficient for my
journey and give a stun to my aunt

"Don t be afraid to use it, 1 said; "there
Is more yet; and before it's all gone Til have
work, please Cod!"

My hopefulness, somehow, soon infected
my aunt and she set about putting my things
together with a brighter face. She dried her
tears, and talked quite cheerfully of my go
ing.

They do say," she said, "that averything's
for the best, and may be 'tis saw naw,though
ns can't just see it Mayhap you'll meet our
Annie in .London awl bring her back to us,
Hugh."

It's more than likelv," 1 returned. "Our
black cloud won't last for ever, the silver to
lining must be coniing round."

W hen all was ready, I stepped down to
the village to tell John Iiudd to call for me
on the morrow, when he was to start before
daybreak. Having done my errand, I lit my
pipe and strolled slowly back to the cottage.

It was a splendid night All the earth.
hardened by the ki'cn touch of frost, was
flooded by the brilliant moonrays; and the
sky was thick with stars. All was so quiet
and peaceful, I could hear the click clack of
my footsteps on the frosty road.

My mind was sorely troubled, I walked up
and down the road until my pipe was finish-

ed, then 1 knocked out the burnt ashes upon
the ground and turned to re-ent- the cot-

tage, when I stirted back with a
cry. There, not very far from me, 1

standing in the shadow of one of the laurel-bush- es

in Annie's garden, was the tall figure
of a woman. She came quickly toward me,
and laid her hand upon my arm.

"Madeline!"! murmured, for it was in-

deed she, dressed in her evening dress, with
her mantle thrown lightly over her head and
Bhonlders, and her dear face raised wistfully
to mine.

"Mr. Trelawuey," she said, quietly, "is it
true that you have been dismissed from the
mine?"

"Yes; it's quite true. Miss Graham."
"Oh, why will you not be as you were just

now, and call me Madeline," she cried, pas-

sionately. "Why have all those years come
and gone sinee we were children, and left us
so far apart, Mr. Trelawney. Hugh, let us
be children again ! 1 was your help and so-

lace once, let me be so
She had spoken truly why should a few

years separate us? Once before she had of-

fered me her friendship and I had accepted
It; why not now? I took her hand and kias-e-d

it
"You shall be the same to me now as you

were then !"' 1 answered, "you shall be my
friend!"

1 think she understood me. She made no
reply, but for a moment she turned her head
aside; when she looked at me again, she was a
as calm as the moonrays which lay all about
her.

"Tell me what has happened," she said,
"and what you are going to do."

"Very little has hapiened," I replied. "I
have got the dismissal which I have all along
expected, and 1 am going away."

"Mr. Trelawney, it was more than sympa-
thy which brought me here 1 want
to ask you a question."

"Yes?"
"If my cousin offers you the post again,

will you take it?"'
I saw in a moment what she meant; that

she would intercede for nie; that the fact of
my beins reinstated would give that villain
George lledruth. a stronger holdover her;
so I answered, firmly:

"No; the situation will not be offered to
me, and if it was, I should refuse it"
. "Your nncle and aunt are dependent upon
you, are they not"?"

"Not entirely. My uncle is sufficiently re-
covered now to resume his work. For the'
last week he has been employed at the mouth
of the mine. If my sins are not visited npon
his head, and he is allowed to remain, they
will do very well. As for myself, I am
young and strong; there is no fear for me."

She made no answer; and I, looking at
her, noticed, for the first time, how thinly
she was clad.

"Madeline," 1 said, "you will get your
death; let me take you back."

1 drew the shawl closer about her Bhonl
ders, put her hand upon my arm, and led her
away.

"Hugh," she said, presently, "you have
not told me the cause of all this trouble.
Why have yon and my cousin disagreed so
terribly?"

The very tact that he was her cousin seal
ed my lips.

"There is nothing, I saw, "but what had
best be kept between man and man."

Then you absolutely refuse to make any
concession?"

I refuse to receive any favor from George
Redruth."

"Or from meT
"From you, Madeline?"
"Yes. I am rich, you know very rich.

and now that yon are in trouble I might help
you."

No," I answered, qmcaty; "don t tnina
of it It is impossible."

"Impossible?" she replied; "the word
friendship to yon means nothing."

It means that you may give me your sym
pathy. I am grateful for that, but I eannot
accept money from you."

1 walked with her as far as the entrance to
the grounds surrounding Redruth House,
then I left her.

Her eyes were full of tears as she said
good-by- e, and her little hand clung to mint
witS a persistence which well-nig- h unman-
ned me. I was too much beside myself to
return to the cottage, so for about half a mile
I followed the road which led to the mine.
It was late, there was not a living soul
abroad it seemed to me; yet, as I turned to
retrace my steps, I came face to face with a
man who had evidently been following close
nnon mv heels. It was Johnson.

Madeline's softening influence was still op
en me. x et at sight of this evu face a seem-

ed to fade, and there arose within me all that
was worst in my soul. He paused, blocking
my way. and sneeriugly addressed me:

"I guess, yourig man." he said, "you'll get
into worse trouble before you're done. Jest
yon let the governor see yon as 1 saw you
with Miss Graham r

The mention of her name by his foul Pipe
loosed me to frenzy.

uwinndrwl ? t rifvf mitinn Htaf
Irutv's nnmn nKin ami bv Heaven I'll strike !

you dead where you stand V I

"Oh, he sneerea, --
Killings your game, si 1

it? Repeat that before witnesses, I

young man, ana your ooonvs seaiea." j
Yt miI mA hn Aiut v&lVmt rat tnatwl

the mine, while L glad at heart to be safely
'

sway from him, walked with some speed to-- j

ward home. '
j

I found my naA stone; I asked for my

". 3? it--ito- f ir " C i

tremble and then she was silent and
motionless. Trembling violently, I
struck a match and stoojjed over her.
She had her foot on something half
cover! by leaves. It looked like a dead
branch. I picked it up. It was a gun

not like any I had ever seen before,
bnt still like a gun. I looked at it blank-
ly. Mechanically I drew from my pocket
the curious missile, which I always car-
ried, and dropped it into the barrel. It
fitted perfectly. The horror that rushed
over me when I knew that I held in my
hands the weapon which had slain my
father was too great to be borne. The
skies reeled above me. I saw a hundred
pairs of glowing eyes. I tottered, groan-
ed, and fell senseless njon the earth.

Two years passed away. I had not
yet solved the mystery. My sister was
about to be married, and I was prepar--

ing to go to the wedding. She had been
living with relatives in Cincinnati,
where she was completing her musical
studies. There she had met a young
man whom I had never seen, but who,
all my relatives assured me, was worthy
to become my sister's husband. He had.
been in Cincinnati only two years, but
had in that time marie himself a favor-
ite in the best society of the city. He
had plenty of money, which he said he
had made in the West where he had a
large cattle ranch. I saw no reason
why should object to my sister's choice.

1 had invited Mortimer Melville to go
with me, Mortimer was my most inti-
mate friend, although I had Known him
less than two years. I had the good for-

tune to find his pocketbook, which he
lost, and took it to the business address
written on a card inside. From that
trivial incident our friendship grew up.
We never visited each other's rooms,
because we used to prefer to sit together
in the smoking room of the modest club
to which we belonged. Having invited
him to go to the wedding with me. 1
was waiting for him in my room, where
he was to call for rue on "his way to the
station.

"Come in," I said hearing a knock at
the door.

"Good morning, old fellow," he said,
entering; "it's a lillhi early j-- but I
confess I was a trifle curious to have a
peeD at your rooms before starting.
Pretty comfortable place von have here.
Bob."

"Yes, it is. Make yourself at home,
Mort, while I try to coax the total de-

pravity out of this necktie."
Mortimer stroller! around tho room

looking at the pictures. Suddenly he
uttcrcdan exclamation of surprise. I
turned and saw him pointing at the
black cat which was lying asleep on
the hearth rug.

"Where did you get that cat?" he
asketl.

"She followed me home one nisfht," I
said.

"She's mine," he exclaimed, "I lost
her two years ago. before I kuew you."

Alien he walked to ttie other side of
the room and called, "Here Witch.
Witch." The cat ran to him and purred
around his feeL

You see," he said, "she answers to
her name. But how on earth did you
get her?

1 looked at uy watch. We had an
hour to spare. I sat down and taid him
the whole story. As 1 went on I noticed
that a look of deep trouble settled upon
his features. When I had concluded he
said:

"Have you the gun yet?"
"Yes," I answerer), taking it from a

closet
"My God, I knew it!" he cried. "It

is my gun.
lour gun! 1 echoed aghast

"Yes. niine."
I 6tood looking at him for a moment

trying to collect my thoughts. Thoughts
too terrible to entertain crowded upon
me.

"You cannot be," I said, "my father's
rt

"No, no, not that," he interrupted. "I
mean that I invented the gun. It was
my idea, and the gun was made for me.
It was the first one ever made and and
Isold it"

"Sold it!" I cried. "To whom?"
"Listen," said Mortimer, "and I will

tell you all about it God knows I have
nothing to conceal. I discovered a new
and powerful use of compressed air. I
worked at my idea a long time, and fin-

ally made a gun which was a success.
I was poor and needed money to push
the invention, and - when ono day a
young man came into my shop and
wanted to buy this particular gun 1 sold
it to him. lie said he wanted it as a
curiosity, and paid mo a good round
sum for it I know this is the gun, be-

cause there is no patent mark on it The
young man was the son of a good fami-
ly, with lots of money. I learned after
ward that he had a bad reputation, lie
lived a wild and dissolute life for a time.
but I understand that he reformed a
couple of years ago, and is now once
more received in good society.

"But who was this man?" I asked.
"What was his name?".

"George Sutherland," said Mortimer.
"Come," I said, "we have just time to

see the Chief of Polico and tell him about
this man."

The chief knew all the details of my
father's death, and with me had often
examined the gun. Mortimer gave all
the information in his possession, and
an hour later we were on the road.

W hen we arrived at Cincinnati on
the morning of the wedding we went to
the bouse oi my relatives. nen we
were told that the groom had arrived
Mortimer and 1 went together to the
room where the young man was with
his friends. I went in first and was in
troduced to my prospective brother-in--
law. 1 found him a good-looki- man
of the world, well fed and rather fas
cinating.

That was all I had time to notice be
fore Melville entered the room. I saw a
sudden pallor come upon the face of the
man who was about to become my sis
ter's husband. Mortimer Melville start- -

ed foxward, and, without waiting for an
introduction, exclaimed:

George Sutherland:
That was not the name given to me

in the introduction. It was the name
of the man I believed to be my father's
assassin. I staggered; my tongue clove
to the roof of my month.

It is he! cried Mortimer, "lie
bought the gun!"

"What do you mean? stammered
Sutherland.

Then my senses returned. I drew the
curious missile from my pocket and
held it before his eyes.

"Miserable wretch V I exclaimed.
"Look at this this you sent to my
father's heart But now you shalTsuffer
for your cowardly crime.

I sprang forward to seize him by the
throat With a sudden bound he eluded
my grasp and the next moment sprang
through the open window into the street

"Stop himr I shouted; "stop the vil-

lain!"
Twenty men sped after him. He was

caught. He confessed that the murder
had been the crowning act of his life,
and with the money taken from the safe
he had 2one West and en'rarred in the
cattle trade. Returning under" an as-

sumed name, he had seen and really
loved my sister. He snflered the ex-

treme penalty of tho law for his crime.
My sister, after along illness, recovered.
and now lives always by my side. We
Kill keep the black cat

The daily newspapers of New Orleans
have abolished the custom of redeemingunsold copies. The proprietors had
their suspicions aroused lately that they
were being systematically robbed. - An
investigation was instituted, and it was
found that a number of dealers had
established routes on which they rented
papers at a reduced price, instead of
selling them. They delivered the papers
in ine morning, gathered them np in the
evening and returned them to the office
and had them redeemed. It was also
found that by a trick in folding a nnm--
oer ot papers m a bundle were counted
two or more times, so that a package
supposea to contain iw realty contained
oniy seventy-jiv- e.

All sedentary employments tend to
exuse constipation, headache, dyspep
si a, internal congestions, and to lower
tHe LeaUh gner;!r. The most shou'd
be male of cf-r- rt unities for exercise in
k.' -- . 5 tor L..'.:iay, and Tir.'isi ia
r vs.T-Tf.t-
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IarC I daresay jiru iiivers '11 Dnng ua
name."

As I knew I should have to be ready to
join John Rudd at five o'clock ia the morn-
ing, I took my aunt's advice and went to
bed ; and so soundly did 1 sleep, that 1 heard
nothing whatever of my uncle's return.

When I awoke it was still pitch dark. I
struck a light and found that it was foui
o'clock. 1 therefore got up and began to
prepare for my journey.

I went about my work as quietly as possi-
ble, hoping to disturb no one; but shortly
after I entered the kitchen, my uncle, ap-
peared fullydressed for the day. He look-
ed so white and strange that for a moment

was startled into the belief that something
was the matter. As nothing seemed to have
transpired, however, I concluded it was sor-
row at parting with me.

My God, how the memory of that white
wan face came back to me in after days ! It
was the memory of it and of the patient,
pitiful eyes, which sealed my lips when one
word might have proved my salvation.

When John Rudd made his appearance,
and my aunt came out of the bedroom, and
began crying on my shoulder, I saw the wan,
sad eyes of my nncle still fixed upon me. As

left the cottage, I looked back and found
them gazing after me still.

CHAPTER IX.
IS

On reaching London, I secured a room In
small coffee-hou- se in Soho;and, having

deposited my luegage, I started off at once
to the offices of the mining company. It was
three o'clock, and 1 counted 1 might just
arrive before they closed.

I was astonished, on arriving at my desti-
nation, to find that the "offices" consisted
only of a couple of grimy rooms in a side
street off Chancery Lane. I was received by

dilapidated and somewhat duty old clerk,
wbo was crouched upon a hieh stool and
scribbling away at a desk. He informed me
that the head of the firm was at that moment
in his room. I was taken to him, and made
haste to state my case.

1 soon found that my presence there was
comparatively useless. Like master, like
man, they say, and certainly George Red-

ruth, in forming a company to conduct the
mine, had been careful to select men whose
views accorded with his own; besides, my
character had preceded me; they had been
forewarned of my visit and to all my com-

plaints they had nothing to say.
Sick at heart I left the place, and walked

slowly back toward Charing Cross. What
my next move would be 1 did not know. It
was certain 1 could do nothinsr for the Corn-
ish miners; and since they could not starve,
they must be left to tmdge on with that grim
skeleton. Death, forever by their side I

Pondering thus, 1 made my way slowly
along the crowded streets, gazing abstracted-
ly at the sea of 'faces surrounding me. It
was Saturday afternoon, and the Strand was
thronged. The hum of the busy crowd dis-
tracted me. I turned, intending to pass down
one of the side streets and gain the Embank-
ment when suddenly 1 stepped face to face
with a woman who was coming toward me,
and uttered a cry.

It was my cousin Annie I

But so changer) was she that I scarcely
knew her. She was dressed as a lady, and
looked like one; blither face was pale, her
eyes looked troubled ami sad. 'She must
have been walking quickly, for as I turned

face her she almost fell into my anus.
The cry I gave attracted her; she looked

Into my face, and knew me.
She paused, uncertain what to do. My

sudrien apiearance there, of all places on the
earth, was so unexpected, that it completely
unnerved her. For a moment she seemed
about to fly; then, conquering herself, she
stood her cround.

"Hugh!" she exclaimed. "Ton here!"
"Yes'"I answered, sternly enough. "I

am here !"
I felt no joy in meeting her. Had she come

to me poor, despised, with the taint of sin
upon her, I should have taken her in my
arms, and said, "Vou poor repentant child,
come home;" but when she stood before me
in her fine raiment, my heart hardened; for

thought of the heart-broke- n old people
whom she had left

My appearance must have been strange,
for I began to attract some attention, when
Annie took me by the arm and led me down
the side street I had intended to take. We
passed on, never uttering a word, until we
came to the Embankment Then she let go
my arm and spoke.

"Hugh 1" she said, ""did you come to Lon-
don to look for me?'

"No.' 1 came on other business, but I
promised to seek you and take you back."

She was still white as death and trembling
violently. As I uttered these words, she
shook her head, and her eyes filled with
tears.

"I cannot go home, Hugh ; not yet," she
said, sadly.

"Not yet?" 1 repeated. "Will it ever be
better for you than it is now?"

"Yes, Hugh; and soon, I hope, I shall be
able to go and cause them no trouble."

I shrugged my shoulders and half turned
away, when she laid her hand upon my arm
again and said:

"Hugh, dear Hugh! you have never once
taken my hand ; you have not looked at me
as you would have done some months ago.
You think I have brought shame upon you
all; but, inrleed, it is not so bad as that 1 am

lawful wife."
"A lawful wife? Whose wife?"
"Ah ! do not ask me that I cannot tell

you. But I am a wife; and some day, very
soon, I shall be acknowledged. Hugh, will
you not take my hand, ami say that you for-

give me?"
"1 have nothing to forgive," I replied.

"You did me no wrong; but you ruined the
happiness of your home, and you have brok
en your father s heart

"Hugh r
"It is as well for you to hear it Annie," 1

continued. "When your flight was discov
ered, your father bore it bravely, we thought;
but it seems he hid the worst of his trouble
from ns, and pined in secret It has been
like a canker-wor- gnawing at his heart,
and now he is weak and feeble, like a weary.
worn old man I"

I ceased, for Annie had turned away and
was crying piteously. I went to her and
took her band.

"Annie," I said, "tell me the name of the
man who has been the author of ail this
trouble, and 1 will ask no more."

She shook her head.
"1 cannot tell you. Hugh. Why should

you wish to know? 1 tell you I am his wife.'
"If you are his wife, where is the need of

all this secrecy?"'
There are reasons why he eannot acknowl

edge me just now; therefore, I have made a
solemn vow never to tell his name until he
gives me permission. Is it not enough for
yon to know that I have not disgraced you,
and that 1 am happy?'

She certainly did not look happy. Her
pale, pained face, which was turned to mine.
seemed to give the lie to every word she
spoke.

"Wilt you tell theru at home," she said,
"that you found me well, and that they must
not grieve; because some day soon I shall
eeme back to them?"

"Where are you living now?" I asked.
"Close by here," she replied, quickly. 1

was on my way home when I met you. Will
you come with me, Hugh? I will show you
the rooms."

I assented ; and she led the way back to
ward the Strand. She walked quickly, and
paused before a house in Craven Street En-

tering with a latch-ke-y which she carried,
she passed up a flight of stairs, and entered
a room.

"This is where I live, Hugh," she said.
It was a change indeed from the Cornish

kitchen in which she had lived all her life.
The room was one which 1 could imagine
Madeline occupying, but which was singu-
larly out of place when coupled with Annie!

Having looked about me, I prepared to
leave.

"Where are you going, Hugh?" she asked.
Homer
"I don't know," I answered.
"Shall I see you again?"
That I don't know. Sinee you ear you

are well cared for and happy, where is the
use m troubling you? Some day, pernaps,
when your sun besins to set. you'll find youi
way back to those who loved yon long be
fore this villain crossed your path V

I opened the door, stepped across the
threshold, and faced two strange men.

A band was laid upon my shoulder, and
voice said:

"Stop, young man! We want yea for
murderF'

CHAPTER XXI.
'- TffK rXQTERT.

For "Murder"? The very word paralyzed
me; and I looked at the man In utter con
sternation.

"What do yon mean?" I cried, recoiling.

"I'll tell von all about that presently, re--

plied the fellow, coolly, "in the firs place.
are yon going to make a shindy, or are you
coming along quietly?"

As be spoke, two policemen in on iform en
tered the room. He nodded to them; and,
with the utmost tang-fr- o d felt In his pock-
et and drew out a pair of handcuffs.

th, Hugh r cried Annie, wildly. "Whs
is ft? What have you doner

T.-- -t answerifij ten I lot be! icZZj at
t' u ;t K-jnir-

M tz'

CHAPTEU XXII.
MADFX1XE FKOVKS A FUIEXD.

After the inquest was over, I was led into
a small room fitted np as a library.still hand-
cuffed and still attended by the two police-
men who had brought me over. They gave
me refreshment biscuits, which I did not
touch, and a glass of w ine, w hich I drank off
eagerly.

Ever sinee my arrival at the house, I had
been looking eagerly for some sign of Made-
line Graham; but she had not appeared.
While I sat apart, however, George Redruth
entered the room, and after glancing at me
with (l thought) a certain compassion, ad-
dressed me.

'This is a bail business. Trelawney," be
said, looking very pale and agitated.

I glanced at him, but made no reply.
"Let me tell you. however," he continued,

"that usly as the evidence looks atrainst yon,I hope that you'll succeed in proving your
innocence at the trial. I haven't much cause
to love you, and poor Johnson had still less;
but upon my word, I believe you incapable
of sucti a crime as this."

Thank you, sir," 1 replied, trembling, for
could have borne his anger or indifference

better than his sympathy. "You at least do
me that justice I"

He nodded assent and was about to say
something more, when there was the rustle
of a dress behind him, and with a quick start,
and a sharp pain at the heart I saw Made-
line standing in the room. The sight of her
was almost more than I could bear; 1 shook
ike a leaf, and mv eves filler) with tears.

The next moment she stepped forward with
an eager cry of recognition, anrl both hands
outreaehing. Then, seeing that I was hand
cuffed, she uttered another cry of grief and
pain.

"Madeline V cried her cousin, warningly;
but she paid no attention. 1 had turned my
head awav, too ashamed to meet her gaze.
but I felt, rather than saw, that she was gaz
ing tenderly into my face.

W hen she spoke, her voice was broken and
tearful.

Mr. Trelawney! may I speak to you?
May I tell you how my heart aches and
bleeds for you in your great trouble? May I
assure you how deeply I believe as all who
know you must believe in your innocence
of such a crime?"

1 turned my head and looker! at her; my
hear! swam, and the tears so blinded me thai

could not see her.
"God bless you for saving that!" 1 mur

mured; and as I spoke she lifted my two
bound hands, and held them gently in her
own.

"I could not believe that any one would
think it possible," she said. "I would have
come before, but waited, expecting to see
you set at lilx'rty. But now I hear you are

be put upon your trial ! Ah, 'do not fear!
Have courage! Your innocence will be
proved, and you will soon lie a free man."

"Perhaps I answered; "but whether ot
not, it is something to know that my inno
cence is believed m by yini?'

"How could 1 doubt it? Dear Mr. Tre
lawney, 1 know yon better even than you
know yourself. No proof, however terrible,
could shake my faith in one whom I know

be the bravest and best of men; one who
incapable of any baseness, one to whom,

remember, I owe my life."
She turned to Redruth, who was looking

on, 1 thought rather uneasily.
Anil my cousin is equally certain that you

are falsely accused. George, speak to him I

tell huu!"
1 looked at George Redruth ; his brow was

clourled, and his expression far less cordial
than it had previously been.

I have already told Trelawney what I
think on the subject Nevertheless, the evi-
dence is ugly, as he is aware."

But you know he is innocent !" cried Made
line.

"I hoie so. Whoever took poor Johnson's
ifewas a miserable and ruflianly coward,

well deserving the gallows; and I can't fancy
that Trelawney, in spite of his violent tem-

per, is anything of the kind."
1 here was something in his manner, now.

which aroused all the angry blood within
me. His old siiierciliousness had returned.
and the compassion in his eyes had changed

hard dislike and suspicion. I could not
trust myself to answer him, but turning to
the police officers, who sat by, I cried :

"How long am 1 to remain here? Take me
away ! For God's sake tike me away I"

"All right," replied one of them. "The
trap's at the Uoor."

I rose to my feet and then, setting my lips
firm to conquer my agitation, I turner! again
to Madeline,

"Don't mind m Miss Graham. I shall
come through this trouble right enough, per
haps; and w hatever happens, I slia it t lor-

get your goodness. I cared for no one'
good opinioiMimt yours. I am not the lirst
nnocent man, by many, who has had to face

an unjust accusation, anil answer it with his
ife; and what you have said to me will give

me courage, jierhaps, to bear the sorrow
that's to come !"

Before I realized what she was doing, she
had taken my hands again, had raised them
to her lijrs, and kisd them.

Don't! don't !" 1 cried, half sobbing. "1
can't bear it! Here, lads, take me away!"

"Use him kindly," she cried, weeping, nnd
addressing the officers. "Remember, he is a
gentleman, and falsely accused."

"Don't be afraid, my lady," said the man
who had previously spoken. "We'll look
atter mm.

"And Mr. Trelawney dear friend do not
think that though we part now, 1 shall be
idle. I am rich, remember, and whatever
money can do for your defense shall be done
bv me. It is a poor return, indeed, for the
life you gave me! Keep a good heart! Think
that you have friend? working for you, pray-
ing for you ! Think that the happy time will
come when you will be free again to return
to Uiose you love, who love you, and w ho
will love you the better for a trouble bravely
borne V

In rapture of that moment I should have
caught her in my arms but I was helpless,
and perhaps it was better so. Gently, but
hrmly, the officers led me from the room, ana
along the passage to the door, where the dog
cart was waiting. There was a crowd about
the doorsteps, and when I appeared there
was a sympathetic murmur.

The officers pushed me through tne groups.
and 1 mounted to my seat in the trap. Then
I heard a wild cry, and saw my aunt wno
rushed forward, reaching up her hands to
touch mine.

"Hugh I my poor Hugh V she sobbed.
"Don'tcrv. aunt" 1 said, forcings smile.

They don't hang innocent men in England.
I shall soon come back home .

At that there was a faint hmrali, led by
John Rudd. Several rough fellows from the
mine rushed forward, reached out their
horny hands in honest sympathy.

"Cheer nn, Measter Hugh I None o it be
lieves you killed 'un ! Cheer np! W e'll ha
you back in St Gurlott's soon."

"lss, that we will r' echoed John Kudu.
The officer had now mouuted beside me

and his companion, who was seated by the
driver, cried iu a loud voice :

"Clear the way there 1 Let go her head I"
The horse, freshened by rest and feed,

bounded off, and I left the group of sympa
thizers behind my poor aunt half fainting,
supported by John Rudd. But on the door-

step under the porch stood two figures, on
which my eyes were riveted till the las-t-
George Redruth and Madeline Graham.

Madeline waved a white handkerchief.
could make no sign in return, but I watched
her with streaming eyes till we entered the
avenue, and the boughs ot the leafless trees
blotted her from my view.

Of that sad day's business, only one more
vivid memory remains to me. Slight and
trivial as the circumstance seemed at the
time, 1 remembered it afterward with a won
dering thrill.

Our way back, like our way coming, lay
past the old cottage. Quitting the gates of
the great house, and leaving the dark ave-
nue behind us, we rattled swiftly along the
country road. The horse, being homeward
bound, whirled us along at full speed; in
deed, as the poet has it: .

"We seemed in running to devour the way."
As we approached the dear old cottage.

craned my neck round to look at it; the next
moment we dashed past it; but in that mo-
ment I canght the glimpse of a ghastly whits
face looking out of one of the lower win
dows.

It was the face of my uncle, John Pen- -

dragon 1 As we passed, he seemed to give
wild start of recognition.

Then, looking back, 1 saw, before we were
fifty yards away, a figure, wild snd half
dressed, running out across the garden to the
gate, and looking after us. It was my nncle.
He seemed dazed and stupefied. As we dis
appeared round a turning of the road.
fancied I caught the sound of a sharp cry.
snd simultaneously 1 saw him throw his two
arms wildly up into the air I
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I loved I.ra Merton from the first

Not only for her prettv brown eves,
golden hair, and trim little figure, but for
her kind heart and amiable dis)oaitiou
as well. You might look the world over
from one end to the other and never
find a girl to compare with llora, either
in point of beauty or sweetness of

Dora loved me too. She not only said
so but her every nctiou showed it; nnd
everybody in the tnwn said it was re-

markably fortunate twini a poor young
doctor to win the love of such a giri.
who could have had her pick from the
bo-s-

t in the land, as her father was the
wealthiest man in all the country round.

About tli is time Ralph Clayton, a
wealthy meridian t f high standing,
mot and lust his heart to Dora, and be-

came a constant visitor at her home.
While 1 was assured of lKra's love

aud esteem I was positive that her father
held rjuite a different opinion of me,
and he soon made it evident that ray
attentions to his daughter wire distaste-
ful to him.

Clavtou was a ikiiuikhis man. some
half-doze- n years mv senior, and on ac-
count of my inferior financial position
in the world he always treated me with
considerable condescension.

One day as we returned together from
a visit to the Morton mansion he said to
ine:

Conway, I think Dora Morton one ot
the nicest ii ls 1 ever met Sho would
make a model wife, and I am going to
marry, her. What do you think of that?"'

W hy," I replied, while the hot blood
rushed to my face. "I think sho will
never bo your wife, because she loves
and is engaged to me."

1). that is nothing." he coolly an-

swered; "her father approves of nie and
it is very plain desires mo for a son-in-la-

Dora is a very obedient and duti-
ful pirl, and I rlo not think the old man
will have any trouble at all in gaining
her consent io mnrrv me."

I had always disliked the man; now
I fairly despised him. and it was with a
mighty effort that I restrained myself
from striking-

- him.
Dora had always been in the habit of

meeting me, when I caller) under a
spreading maple tree some distance
mm the house. 1 he next day after my

conversation with Clayton she met me
at the usual place. I told her what
Ralph Clayton had said to me.

"O, 1 aul, she exclaimed, "l fervent
ly pray that mv father wilt not desirn
me to "marry that man. For Paul. I do
not love h i m I cannot iove him: but if
my father bids me marry him I dare
not disobey. But let me pray that he.

will not make any such rerjuest, for I
love you, Paul only you! and I believe

should die it we were separated:
I returned to the village, every

way but buoyant, ami passer) a restless,
sleepless night

A few days alter that 1 received a note
from old Mr. Merton. also one from
Dora. The old man in n few words in-

formed me that his daughter was soon
to marry Ralph Clayton, and bade rue
discontinue mv attentions to her.

Dora wrote me a tearful little note.
returning the ring I had given her. and
saying she loved only me, but duty and
obedience to her father compelled her
to renounce me and marry Mr. Clayton;
that sho thought it best never to see me
again, and closed by beseeching tne to
torsive her.

Neither of them stated when the mar
riage was to take place, anrl I took no
particular pains to find out That night

entered a tram bound Ior a distant
town, where I intended to locate and
strive to forget tho heartless gii'L as I
then thought her, who had treated me
so cruellv.

I did well in my new home, and.
though tho wouud iu my heart was past
healing, it was not so sore as at lirst;
time in a measure had deadened the
pain.

A year and more had gone by, anu
in all that time I had never had anv tid- -

insrs from Dora.
One night as I sat alone in my office

wrapt in thoughts of the past, a boy
entered and banded me a telegram. I
lost no time in reading it. and found it
to be from old Mr. Merton, and contain-
ed these words:

Dora is very ill and desires to see
you. Come immediately.

1 dirt not stop lo ttunk over tins
strange message. 1 only knew my darl- -

injr mine in spite of the past was ill.
probably dying, and wished to see me.
Inever'once thought of her being an-

other's wife. 1 would go to her, of
course- -

All the bittern'-s- s I had felt toward
the poor little girl left me, and the love
for her that 1 had partially smotnereu
surged over and through me with re-

newed vigor.
It was early morning when I started

on my journey, nna tne darkness or
night was settling over the world whon
1 reached mv destination.

No one was at the station to meet me,
and, without losins the time to bite a
vehicle, I started out to walk to the Mer-
ton mansion across the fields. My wav
would take me by the old trysting-tre- e

where Dora had met me so often iu the
happy days of the long ago.

ilp mind was busv a 1 walked over
the old familiar pathway. I thought of
the girl now probably lying within the
pale of death who had wandered over
these very fields, clinging trustingly to
my arm, and utlenng vows of eternal
love for me. I thought, too, of the man
who bail come lietwcen as with his ac
cursed gold and parted us forever, well- -

nigh wreckin? my life and breaking the
heart of oor Dora.

I was now near the old tryst-tre- e, and
in the fast gathering twilight I saw a
sight that sent the blood rushing through
my veins like a current ot tire.

Leaning: against the trunk of the tree.
clad in a dress of sjiotless white, I saw
the outline of a fragile female form.

It was Dora. There could be no doubt
about that I knew the graceful figure
too well, and the attitude was just tne
same as she used to assume when she
waited for me in the spot long ago.

Yes. it was Dora. She was not so ill.
then, as they had thought her; she had
recovered and hail come out to meet and
surprise me.

Thus I thought as I rushed on to rreet
her. There never was such joy as mine- -
It was so great that I often wonder it
did not kill me then and there.

1 was now close to her, but she never
moved.

Uttering many endearing words I
seized her hands, which were clasped
before her, and attempted to draw her
to me.

The hands were cold O, so stony
cold, and the great brown eyes had such
a strange expression, ami the lace was
so worn and white that I released her
hastily and recoiled several feet

"My God!"' was my inward ejacula-
tion "can my Dora "have gone mad?
Has her illness dethroned her reason?"

Suddenly she turned, and, fixing her
great star-lik- e eyes on me slowly said:

"Paul, your liora is dead. You came
too late I died for love of yon. For-

get me never, O. my darling. Farewell,
farewell," and noiselessly approaching
me she pressed her icy lips to mine and
disappeared.

Overcome with horror I found myself
in bed at the residence of the old village
doctor under whom I had first studied-H- e

told me that I had been found un-

der the old maple tree in a death-lik- e

swoon; that three weeks had elapsed
since then and I had been suffering
from an attack of brain-feve- r, and in
all that time I had talked of nothing
but Dora, ghosts, and human cruelty.

"When I grew strong he said:
"Old fellow, you have had a tough

pull. They came pretty near killing
yoo, as they did Dora, poor girL --Sua
died a short time before we found yon.
She was calling for you all the timeuuc
inr her illness, and died with yonr name
on her lips." Aw York Morning Jour
nal. -
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because he had to stand out shtjandto t' the knot,

As he spoke, I seemed to feel the net clos
ing round me. At lirst the very accusation
had seemed preposterous; note, I began to
understand that my position was one of ex-

treme peril. If Johnson had really been
murdered, and on that night, as now seemed
clear, I could not eseape suspicion by a mere
alibi. I remembered, with a thrill of horror,
my last meeting with the murdered man, just to
before my departure; and my heart sank
within me.

I knew mv own innocence but who was
guilty? As I asked myself the question, 1

looked again at Annie, who was still watch-
ing me intently: and in a moment as if by
an inspiration, 1 thought of her father! Had
John Pendragon, in a moment of madness.
taken the life of the man whom he suspected
of betraying his daughter? The thought was to
almost too horrible for belief yet, aiasl it is
was not unreasonable.

"Now, then, are you ready?" said the offi
cer, placing his hand upon my shoulder.

1 rose quietly. As I did so, Annie sprung
toward me with outstretched hands.

"Hugh ! dear Hugh ! tell me you did not do
it! I cannot cannot believe that you are
guilty."

As I looked at her, all my spirit darkened
and hardener! against her.

"When the times comes," I said, solemnly,
may you be as well able to answer for your

deeds as 1 shall answer for mine. The troub-
le began with yon. If murder has been done,
it is your doing also remember that!"

1 hey were cruel words, and afterward I
bitterly regretted them ; but 1 was thinking
of her father, and rememlering how bitter
must be her blame, if, by any possibility, he
had been driven into crime and violence as a
consequence of her conduct Whether she
understood me or not, I cannot tell; but, hid-

ing her face in her hands, she sank on a
couch, hysterically sobbing. to

What followed seemed more like an ex
traordinary dream than cruel waking reality!
I was led from the house, placed in a cab,
and driven away. That very afternoon I left
London by train, and late that night was
handed over, handcuffed and helpless, to the
authorities of Falmouth Jail.

It is a truism, 1 know, that the best conso
lation to be found by the unjustly accused is
the consciousness of their own innocence a
consciousness which is said to sweeten suf-

fering, and lighten the weight of prison
chains. My own experience is that inno-
cence has no snch effect on a man indicted
for the foulest of human crimes. My lirst
night in jail was, like many that followed it.
a night of simple horror. Had I really been
guilty, I could not have suffered a tithe of
what 1 actually endured.

To begin with, the whole affair was so hor
rible, so unexpected; it was like the solid
eartn opening unuer my leet to aestroy me
and swallow me tip. liy a strange fatality.
Johnson had been killed on the very night of
my departure, and at a time when I was
known to bear the greatest hostility toward
him. Remembering ail I had read of men
unjustly convicted and even executed on cir
cumstantial evidence, I thought with a shud
der of how my very departure might be con
strued into evidence against me.

in tne extremity ot my position, one
thought haunted me with tormenting cruelty.
W hat would Madeline think, when she heard
that 1 was accused of a crime so terrible, so
cowardly? I could bear everything else but
the fear that her heart might be turned
against me.

My suspense did not last long. The very
next day after my arrival at Falmouth JaiL
I was taken from the prison, and placed in a
dog-car- t, with a policeman at my side and
another on the seat beside the driver. An
inquest on the body of the murderer) man
wa; to take place that day at St Gurlotts;
ami, of course, my presence was necessary.

How vividly I remember that drive! Snow
had fallen in the night, and the skies were
dark and sunless; the whole prospect bitter
ly cold and desolate. e followed the same
road that I had puisued long years before, in
company with John Kurid! Then I was
lonely boy; now I was a melancholy man.

I wore a large ulster-coa- t, the folds ot
which covered the handcuffs on my hands;
but I fancied that every soul we passed knew
the truth that I was a criminal accused of
murder. Talk about the consciousness of In
nocence I I could have wept for shame.

What was a long day's journey by John
Rudd's slow, wagon, with its
Innumerable stoppages for business, gossip.
or refreshment, was a swift drive of five or
six hours on this occasion. We started at
six in the morning, and before mid-da- y were
In sight of St Gurlott's.

As we dashed through the village, I saw
several of the miners banging about, but 1

carefully averted my eyes from theirs. A
little further on. we passed the door of the
cottage where I had dwelt so happily and so

long; and I saw. with a sigh of relief, that
there was no sign of any one about We
trotted on, till we reached the gate of the
avenue leading to Redruth House. Here, to
my surprise, the horse was pulled up, while
one of the men jumped down and threw open
the gate.

We passed up the avenue at a slow trot,
and, on arriving in front of Redruth House,
found the front door wide open and a large
number ot people, both gentry and common
people, flocking round the doorsteps and on
the lawn. There was a murmur as I appear
ed. I looked round, but saw no face 1 knew.

"Now then, get down V said my compan-
ion; and I alighted. As I did so, someone
pressed forward, and I met the horssteyes
of John Rudd. The poor fellow thrust out
his band to seize mine: then, finding that
was handcuffed, drew the hand hastily back
and placed it on my shoulder.

"Dawn't be dawnhearted. Master HughT
be cried. "There be not a sawl in St Gur
lott's believes 'ee killed 'nn. So cheer up,
lad : they'll soon set 'ee free."

I thanked him. with tears standing in my
eyes, tor his kindness touched me. Then
was led into the house, and in a little while
was facing the coroner in the great old-fas- h

ioned dining-hal- l, where the Inquest was be
ing held.

I forget many of the details of that miser
able day. Only one thing I vividly remem-
ber the sight of the dead man's body.
stretched out for inspection in the kitchen.
Why I was taken tosee it I do not know ; but
I felt that I was closely watched as I bent
over It Poor Johnson! I freely forgave
htm all the trouble he had ever caused me,
seeing the blood-staine- d and disfigured mass
which had once been his living self!

As the tnoaest proceeded, I realized the
full extent of my peril. Several of the men
came forward (unwillingly enough, I am
bound to say), and testified to my having
quarreled with the murdered man and knock
ed him down. Then the young master,
George Redruth, gave his testimony to the4
effect that I had been dismissed from the
overseership, and that I bore a violent grudge
against the man wbo had supplanted me.
Finally, It was proved that X had left St
Gurlott's some tune oo the very night of the
murder, which was not discovered tUl the
following morning.

Among the witnesses examined was my
sunt Vt looked utterly overcome withtemperate it-- 1 1
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